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CHERRTRIPE,    .  . 

CHERRY  ripe,  ripe,  ripe,  1  cry,^ 
Full  and  fair  ones  come  and  buy  ; 
If  fo  be,  you  ask  me  where 
They  do  grow?  1  anfwer  there. 
Where  my  Julia's  lips  do  fmile. 
That's  the  land-^^oi  cherry  isle, 
Whofe  plahtatit>ns  fully  fliew. 
All  the  year,  where  cherries  grow. 

The  King  and  the  Couniryman. 

THERE  was  an  old  chap  in  the  Weft-countrjri 
A  Saw  in  the  Iej:fe  the  lawyers  had  found, 
*Twas  ail  s?bout  felling  of  five  oak  trees* 
And  building  a  houfe  upon  his  own  ground. 

Right  too  ra  loo  ra  loOj 

Now  this  old  chap  to  London  would  go, 

Tb  tell  the  King  a  part  of  his  woe  j 
Likewife  to  teli  hi^ii  p  part  of  his  grief, 

la  hopes  King  George  would  give  him  relief. 

Right  too  ra  loo,  &c» 

Now  when  this  old  chap  to  Lunnua  had  come. 
He  found  the  King  to  Wi»dfor  had  gone  % 

Bnt  if  heM  a  known  he'd  not  been  3t  home, 
He  dang'd  his  buttons  if  ever  he'd  came* 
Right  too  ra  loo,  &c. 

Now  when  this  old  chap  to  Windfor  did  ftunap^ 
The  gates  were  barr'd,  and  all  fecure ; 

B«t  he  knock'd  and  thump'd  with  his  oaken  clump, 
There's  room  within  for  lito  be  fure. 

Right  too  ra  loo, 


Is  that  the  king  that  I  fee  there  ? 
I  fee'd  a  chap  at  Bartelmr  fair 
Look  more  like  a  king  than  that  chap  thert;    -  * 
Right  too  ra  looj  kc. 

Well,  Mister  King,  pray  how  d'y^  do  i 

I  gotten,  for  you  a  bit  of  a  job, 
Which  if  you'll  be  fo  kind  as  to  do, 
I  gotten  a  fummut  for  you  in  my  fob. 

Right  too  ra  looj  &c. 

The  king  he  took  the  kafe  in  hand, 

To  fign  it  too  was  hkewife  willing ; 
[And  he,  to  make  bim  a  little  ameuds, 

He  lugg'd  out  his, bag  and  gave  him  a  fhilUng* 
.  Right  too  ra  loo,  5cc.  ■ 

rtie  king^  to  c^rry  on  the  joke/ 

Order'd  ten  pounds  to  he  pa^d  down : 
The  farmer  he  ftar'd,  but  nothing  fpoke— 
He  ftstr'd  again)  and  fcratch*d  his  crown. 

'  Right  too  ra  loo,  &c«  ^ 

rhe  farmer  he  ftar'd  to  fee  fo  much  moneyi 
And  to  take  it  up  was  like  wife  willing  ;  ^ 

Jut  if  he'd  a  known  he'd  got  fo  much  nloneyj  b\i  r^ 
He  dang'd  his  wig  if  he'd  gi'en  him  the  ihiHingi?SY 

i  Right  too  ra  loo,  &c.  i     '  J 


Mary  of  Ca/ilecary.  •  rr-^  ^  A 

'  J.i^w  'ft  A 

n  AW  ye  my  wee  thing  ?  Saw  ye  mine  affhlhiiikl; diiT 
3    Saw  ye  my  true  love  down  on  yon  leeiji  iMT^i 
'rofs'd  Ihe  the  meadow  yeftreen  at  the  gloaminrih  li  ?A 

Sought  (he  the  burnie  whar  flow'ra  the  haw  tree 
ier.hair  it  is  lint-white ;  her  fkin  it  is  miik  whiter  I  O 
I  ]>4rk  is-the  blue  o*  her  faft  .roiling  e'e      ,  im  in 
Led,  red  her  ripe  lips,  and  fweettx  than  rofes: 
,  Whai  could  my  wee  thing  wander  frae  me  ? 
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1  faw  na  ydUr  wee  thing,  I  faw  na  jow  ain  thiiig^ 

Nor  faw  I  your  tro€^'1die  down  bf  fon  lee  5 
But  I  met  my  bonnf^  thtn^  kte  in  fhe  gfoamin,  ^ 

Down  by  the  burnie  wh4r  flow'rs  the  haw  tree. 
Her  hainir  was  iiht-wliite  ;  her  jfkin  it  "s^as  Tillllc.white  5 

Dark  ym%  the  b)u,e     her  fsift  rolling  e'e ; 
Red  were  her  h*p$,  and  fweeter  Uian  rofes  : 

Sweet  were  tfejS  kifles  that  (He  ga'e  to  me. 

It  was  na  iny  wee  thing.  It  was  ha  my  am  thingj 

It  was  n^  niy  true  love  ye  met  by  the  tree 
Proud  is  her  I^^el  heart  f  modeft  her  nature  ! 

She  never  lo'e^  mie/ till  ance  {he^^^^^^^^  me.  ^ 
Her  narne  it  is  Maty  i  ihe's  fi*ae  Caftiefcary,: '  ' 

Aft^hl^  fbe^iat^  -t^hen  a  bairn?  on  my  kn^e         ^  ■ 
Fair  as  yout  Ucii  is;  war^t  fifry  times  fairer, 

Young  bragger,  flie  ne'er  wpuid  gi,^r  kii]^$  to  thee  f 
.  ^:    - ,    ■  ■-  ^nK'rU  '"-'^  ■ 

It  was  then  your  Mary  ;  fl)e*s  f-  ae  Cafil^cary  ;  ; 

It  was  then  yoar  true  love  I  met  by  the  tree  s 
Proud  asfter  heart  is*  and  mcdeft  her  nature, 

Sweet  were  the  kiffips^ that  Ihe  ga^e  to  me/ 
Sair  gloomed  his  dark  brow,  blood  ied  liis  cheek  grew^ 

Wild  fiafh'd  the  fiffe  frae  his  red  roUii^g  e'e  ! 
Ye*se;rue ikir  this  morning  your  baafls^hd' your  feor- 

Defend^e,  faufe  traitor  !  fu'  loudly  ye  lie.  [ring. 


Awa  wP  beguiling,^ried  the^yoathviWiling-^ 

AfF  went  the  bonnet  j  the  lint-white  locks  flee  ; 
m*eUed  plaid  fa'ing/ her  white  b^fbrn^awing,  . 

Fair  Rdod  the  lov'd  m^d  wi'  the  dark  roUmg  e  e  M 
Is  it  my!  wee  thing  1  is  iti  mine  ain  thing  I        '      '  .^^ 

rs  it  my  tme  love  here  thkt  I  fee  1 
O  3miier  £otgi'^  me  ;  y^r  heart's  conftant  to  me>-  'i 

I'll  never  m^ir  waii^er,  dear  laddie,  frae  thee  !  — 


the  BlactWalck 

^  Air— The  jFrtrty  Second's  March.** 

THtS  is  our  own,  oUr  native  ftiore-— 
It  rie^er  fiiall      the  ft  ranger's ! 
May  heaven  preserve  it  evermore^ 
In  discord's  hour  and  danger's  I 
Thefe  hills  have  feeu  our,  banner  ipread, 

Arid  o'er  the  dead  and  dying— 
O'er  gaiiant' hearts  and  ■bfoadfwords  red 
Odr  Unicorn  ftiil  flying ! 

We  da  the'  thiftle  pour  our  love^ 

In  our  free  foil  we  ftrike  it  j 
On  plains  belov/^  or  rocfes  f-bove. 

There  blobriis  no  eniblem  like  it  t 
To  every  ileriing  Scottifii  heart 

Its  teik  a  Hndiing  iiory  • 
It  bids  us  fpurn  at  modifti  art, 

dnd  think  of  ancient  glory. 

Old  Scotland's  Ipear  fliall  never  turn, 

When  faith  and  honour  lead  'em  ; 
At  iR.oflin  arid  at  Bannockburn 

O  ur  fathers  drew  for  freedom  : 
i^nd  that  their  ions  are  valiant  too. 

Le  t  history  oh  her  pages 
Writie  Egypt,  Spain,  and  Waterloo, 

In  bleod  to  ^o^jiiing 

Land  of  our  love~oUf  native  land  I 
De  ar  is^^arh  itrearn  that  dkflies' 


In  whitenefs  from  thy  rocky  ft  rand. 
Dear  ocean's  wave  that  waflies : 

Dear  are  thy  forefts,  dear  thy  plains. 
Dear  ate  thy  hills  of  heather ; 

Dear  are  tliy  ckughters  and  their  fwains, 
Dear  art  thou  altogether  ! 

And  beats  from  Thule,  to  the  Tweed, 

One  he^fh  that  dares  to  flight  chee— - 
One  craven  heart  that  would  not  bleed 

Rejoicingly  to  right  thee  ? 
No !  thou  art  Fredom's  choiceft  feat, 

Religion^s  chofen  centre ; 
And  life  in  us  muft  ceafe  to  beat 

Ere  foreign  foot  fliali  enter. 

The  Laird  of  Lamington. 

CAN  I  bear  to  part  wi'  thee, 
Never  mair  your  face  to  fee  ? 
Can  I  bear  to  part  wi*  thee, 

Drunken  Laird  o*  Lamington  ? 
Canty  war  ye  o*er  your  kale^ 
Toddy  jugs,  and  caups  o'  a!e, 
Heart  aye  kind,  an'  leel,  an  hale, 
Honeft  Laird  o' Lamington. 

He  that  fvvea:rs  is  but  fo,  fo. 
He  that  lies  to  hell  rriuft  go. 
He  that  falls  in  bagnio, 

Falls  in  the  devil's  frying  pan* 
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Wha  was't  ne'er  pat  aith  to  word, 

Never  lied  for  duke  nor  lord. 
Never  fat  at  finfu'  board  ? 

The  hofieil  Laird  o'  Lamington, 

He  that  cheata  can  ne'er  be  jufl: ; 
He  that  prays  is  ne'er  to  trull ; 
He  that  drmks  to  drauck  his  duft, 

Wha  can  fay  th^it  wrang  is  done  ? 
Wha  was't  ne'er  to  fraud  inclin'd. 
Never  pray'd  fn\'  he  can  mind  ? 
Ane  wha's  drouth  there's  few  can  find, 

The  honeil  Laird  o'  Lamington. 

I  like  a  man  to  take  his  glafs. 
Toad  a  friend  or  bonny  jafs  j 
He  that  winna  is  an  afs^^ — 

De'ii  fend  him  ane  to  gallop  on  I 
I  like  a  man  that's  frank  and  kind, 
Meets  me  when  I  have  a  mind. 
Sings  his  fang^  an'  drinks  me  blind, 

Like  the  Laird  o*  Lamington. 

Hurrah  !  for  the  Bonnets  of  Blue. 

Sung  by  Mrs  Garrick  at  the  Theatre- Royal,  Newcastle, 

HERE -s  a  health  to  them  that's  awa', 
Here*s  a  health  to  them  that's  awa% 
./^d  wha  winrira  wifti  guid  luck  to  our  caufcj 
May  neyer  gaid  lock  be  their  fa. 
I  It's  guid  to  be  merry  and  \^ife> 
i      It's  gwd  to  be  honeft  audi  true, 
1  It's  guid  to  fupport  Calcdoma's  caufei 
And  bide  by  the  Bonnets  of  Blue, 


Hurrah  !  for  the  bonnets  of  blue, 
Hurrabfi /fbr  thi5  b^niiets     blue,  ^  ■ 

It's  guid  to  fuj^^ort  Caledonia's  cauft^  l^iV' 
And  bide  by  ti)e  bonnets  of  biue, 

Here*s  a. heakh  to  them;  that's  awa'y 

Helens  a  health  to  them  that's  awa*  § 
Here's  a  health  to  I>on?ikfy  *he  chief  of  the  clan,  ^ 

Altho*  that  his  ,  band  fee  blit  (ma' :     :  , 
Here's  fieedom  to  biiu  that  wad  read,  ,  { 

Here^s  freedciD  to  hiai  th:it  wad  write  ;  - 
There's^one  6ver  feared,  that'ihe  truth  fhould  be  U&^d 

But  th^y  whom  the  tfUth  wad  ind:<ft^  "'^  ■  '  --^^^ 

Hurrah  !  for  the  bonnets  of  bliije,  ^^^^^^^ 
^ iJurr ah  !  for  the  bonnets  of  blue,  ' 
It's  guid  to  fnpporc  Oiledonia's  caufe, 
And  bicie  by  the  bcnn.^ts  of  blue. 

Gabin-Boy. 

r-t^  F|E  fea  was  rough,  the  clouds  were  dark, 

JL      Far  diftaBt  every  joy,      ,    .  / 
When  foreM  by  fortune  W  elribatt^ 

I  went  a  cabiq«boy.i$  'j^^i^A  I 
My  purfe  iqm  fiird  with  Sf^nchiyien's  golds  ^ 

I  haden'd  hbme.with:pciy.:r^.. :  ^  |  , 
But^  wreck'din  fight  crportj  behold 

A  haplefs  Cabia-boy. 

Paul  Pry. 

As  recited  by  Mr  lifton  at  various  Theatres,    n  T 

MY  name  is  Paul  Pry,  1  km  cautious  and 
^  Aud  kuow  all  the  affairs  of  my  neighbour!  ; 
And  hers?,  by  the  bye.  juil  between  you  and  I,  ^ 

ril  tell  the  refultof  my  laboars 
I'm  knowing  and  (hvewd,  if  I  cannot  d(5  good, 
I  hope  you'll:admit,  that—I  never  intrude,  ^ 
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Iflr  Steadv  <JrinJ      {herry  beyond  all  belief, 

.Wiii^Xte  ha  s  a  right  to  do  farely ; 
Mrs  S.  too  k  'y  anions  b^ond  all  relief, 

And  th^ih^?  >ufemaid  is  really  poorly, 
And  Kl^Txbe^  ^  by  t&  bye— but  that's  nothing— Paiil 

Only  medtic  Vng  the  mnter  between  you  and  L 

Mr  Muzz^     the  inagiftrate.  talks  in  hl^h  ftraini  , 
XOf  the  icatd^-biii  which  he  tbok  part  in  i  * 
yet  he  1?  .irrup'd'  a  donkey  in  Petticoat  Lane— ^ 

But  I  .  hope  you  wont  tell  Mr  Martin  ; 
For  rei  nember,  Paul  Pry,  heard  ail  on  thd  iay. 
And  r  aentions  the  matter  between  you  aiid  I. 

'  Orator  Hunt  leaves  off  rpafting  the  great,    ■  -t 
^  *.nd  now  roaiUng  ccrq  does  he  chopfe,  fir  ;  ; 
*St    -a^  of  blacking  the  fame  of  the  members  of  ftate^ 

He's  contented  with  blacking  our  ftioes^  fir  : 
T  0  fell  blacking  for  pelf*  be  is  lurely  no- elf, 
/  .3  he  really  wanted  fome  polt/k  himfelf,  [ 

I  Mr  Slyboots  flipp'd  out  of  his  houfe  after  tea, 
And'  came  here  on  the  fly  with  Jane  Rupper, 
His  wife  wifhes  to  know,  will  h^  fend  word  by^  itie  i 
If  he'd  like  a  pork  fauikge  for  fupper.  ;  , 

I'm  cautious  and  fly.  and  depend  on't,  Paul  Pry 
Won't  m^ntfoa  i- thing  that  he  happened  to  fpy. 
I  i  v.vi)q         :^  ■  ■ : 

Prefent  cpnipany^s  al  ways  e:cce 
I       (Sq  fays  cuftom/and  no  one  flioold  fcorn  her) 
i    But  reaiiy  that  man  in  the  fourth  or  fifth  row,  {to  fit) 
ShQuld«'ll  ogle  that  girlin  the  corner : 

Oh,  M^4j0y^fie  ^--^*T^^ 

For  in  Loudon  there's  no  one  more  modeft  than  L 
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That  chap  in  the  gallery's  wlnkiv    a  '^^Yi 
And  thinks  I  don't  notice  bis  jei  kii   J^s  : 

While  he's  anfwer'd  in  kind,  by  a  lady  ^  gay— « 
Oh,  I'm  reallr  aiham'd,  Mrs  Perkin.  ^  - 

Tho'  plae'd  up  fo  high,  every  ogle  and  ^igh 

Can  be  (eeaand  he  heard  hy  more  folks  tl  lan  Paul  Pry. 

The  fecrets  of  after s  fliould  always  be  ke  ?U 
And  of  fcandal  of  them  I've  a  tetc  fuU  ; 

But  out  of  my  budget  one  truth  I  feied, 

To  the  public  one  Liftoa  feels  grateful ;  " ! 

So  I'll  bid  you  good  bye^  for  reniember — ^P.  Pfy 

Only  mentions  this  fecret  between  you  and  I. 

I  never  /ays  Nothing  to  Nobody. 

A  celebrated  Comic  Song,  fung  by  Mr  Liilon. 

HAT  a  ftiocking  world  this  is  fo? 
fcandal! 

.  The  people  get  worfe  every  day  ; 
!E very  thing  ferves  for  a  handle 

To  take  folks  good  name  away. 
In  backbiting  vile  each  fo  labours, 

The  fad  faults  of  others  to  fliow  body  y 
I  could  tell  enough  of  my  neighbours, 

But  I  never  fays  nothing  to  nobody. 

*Tis  a  fnug  little  houfe  I  refide  in. 

And  the  people  who're  living  next  door. 
Are  fniother'd  completely  fuch  pride  in 

As  i  never  met  with  before ; 
But  outfice  the  door  they  don't  roam, 

A  large  fom  of  money  they  owe  body  j 
Folks  call  but  can't  find  them  at  home-— ^ 

But  1  never  fays  nothing  to  nobody* 


The  butcher,  fo  greafy  and  fat, 

When  out,  lie  does  nothing  but  boaft  j 
Struts  as  he  cocks  on  his  hat, 

As  if  he  fupreme  rul^d  the  roaft  : 
Talks  of  his  wealth  and  his  riches, 

Confequence  always  does  fliow  body, 
His  ugly  old  wife  wears  the  breeches. 

But  I  never  fays  nothing  to  no  body. 

The  baker  lives  quite  in  great  ftyle, 
His  wife  is,  O  Lord !  fuch  a  fright ; 

New  drefles  file's  got  a  great  pile. 
They  fleep  out  of  town  every  night. 

Country  cottage  completely  in  ftate, 
Determined  not  to  be  a  low  body  ; 

He's  b^ii  puird  up  three  times  for  fhort 
weight, 

But  I  ne^er  fays  nothing  to  nobody. 

The  publican  thriving  in  trade. 

With  forrow  is  now  iookiog  down  j 
His  fweet  Jittle  pretty  bar-m,|id 

Has  a  little  one  juft  brought  to  town. 
He's  not  to  be  feen  much  about. 

His  wife  is  a  deuce  of  a  flxrew  body  j 
The  beadles  are  on  the  look  out. 

But  I  never  fays  nothing  to  nobody. 

A  niethodift  parfon  of  fame, 

I  fee  very  often  go  by  ; 
His^heart  is  fill'd  fuU  of  love's  flame. 

He  vifits  a  girl  on  the  fly.  , 
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Altho*  that  I  daily  do  fee. 

And  furely  he's  but  a  f o  fo  body  :  , 
Of  courfe,  as  'tis  nothing  f6  m^  ; 

I  never  fays  ndihiDg  to  ncbbdy*^^^^^ 

The  new  married  couple  fo  happy, 

Seem  both  tfie  quiateflence  of  love  j  , 

He  calls  her,  before  every  fjppy, 

My  darling,  my  duck,  and  my  dove. 

In  private  there's  nothing  but  ft  rife,  ^ 
Q|iprrelling,  %hting  :p'erflow  body  j 

In  fhort,  quite  a  cat  and  dog  life, 
,  Butjl  ^^ve?  A)^5  /i^ftthing;to 

I  could  tell  if  I  likM,  fuch  ?t^!t^ : 

iGf  neighbours  all  round,  ;great  ^nd  fmaltj 
That  furely  I  thinks  without  fail, 

Wpuld  xe^ly  ^ft^^ifc  you  alL 
But  here  now  my  fliort  duty  ends, 

I  don'i  want  to  hurt  high  or  low  bpdy  i 
I  wifli  to  keep  in  vi^ith  my  friends^  iiii  v/ 

So  I  never  l^ys  nothing  to  nobody 


The  Fryings  of  Paul  Pry* 

A  new  and  pof^ular  Song;  written  .and  fungf  with  reitmtt-d 
applaufe,  by  W.  H.  Freeman. 

BY  dropping  in^'^as  paffing  by,  I  hope  Vm  nptrjit- 
irudmg, 

But  o'er.my.trouMes  and  'wy  woes  I  have  fo.  longc 
been  broodings 


That  Fm  rcfclv'd  to  tell  my  friends  (and  truft  th^y 

won't  decei^'^e  me) 
hly  .^ToiTes  fiom  the  iirit  to  lad^  in  hopes  it  may  re- 
'  '       lieve  me. 

Poor  Paul  P/y  ! 
cruelly  the  world  has  treated  poor  Paul  Pry  I 

'They^ye  polled  me  in  every  pidlure-fhop  in  the  me- 
tre pol  is  ^ 

Caricatured  rne  every  where,  to  pieafe  the  vulgarpop- 

\  -"^tilacei'  "  - 
In  every  corner  of  the  ftreet  niy  name  is  daily  rroging'^ 
'^or\jiift  Wop  in  where'er  I  will,  my  troubles  they  are 

Ilatelr  to  a  doctor  went,  low  fpirits  had  fo  pefter'df 
i  told  him  all  I  thought  I  aird>  as  foon  as  he  requefl- 

,vfl  :.:ie4  m^  ;  ■        '  ■    -      -  ..  ■     ■  '■' 

When  he  replied,  'Twixt  you  and  I^  expence  yoo  need 
not  be  at,  fir. 

Go  fee  the  fc^llies  of  P^iul  Pry/at  the  Hay  market 
Theatre. 

To  liften  at  a  neighbour's  door^  my  ear  I  to  the  kej- 

.-j;ij--v'h©le^i]dr.:  '  ■  ■  ■  ■  ■ '  ■  "J 

While  prying  for  each  v;ord  than  fell,  was  fpy'd  out 
! -^'f-^f' sb^^the'cbambermaid  ; 

J[jiifarii?^8^nJoi(e-?-^turn'd  up  my  eyes—and  what  d'ye 

think  I  caught  her  at. 
She  cj^vfert^'^^iibme  Icalding  Aids,  and  dreneh'd  m% 

like  a  water-rat, 

I  lately. tath-fi  tower  weat,  to  fee,ea,ch  curiofiliy, 
A'^^tlgerTaw  amoiii^  the  re(i,  of  wonderfal  ferocity. 
Jri^aii^  h-ita^rife,  ihac  L  might  iee'the  ipot^  upon  his  , 

beiiy,  fir,  • 
K^/feizM  h%  bQjd-and  tore  to  rags  my  pretty  urn- 

bereliaj  fir. 
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One  night,  while  peeping  in  a  iSiop,  a  thief  came  nari- 

ning  out  of  it, 
He  droppM  a  bag,  I  fnatch'd  it  up — they  cried,  that's 

he,  no  doubt  of  it : 
I  fwore  I  was  bur  paffing  by,  and  dropp'd  in  quite 

againft  my  v??iU, 
They  tried,  condemn'd,  and  fentcBced  me  to  fix  months 

at  the  treading  mill.         Poor  Paul  Pry,  &;c. 

Hufh !  yonder  goes  a  neighbour's  wife,  along  with 
feme  young  dafhing  beau,  r 

I'll  follow  them,  for  I  fiiould  jike  to  fee  what  they  are 
going  to  do  : 

I  ftian't  be  long  ere  I  return;  but  really  I  muft  go 
and  fee,  ;  ^ 

For  nothing  pieafes  me  fo  much  as  prying  into  roguery 

Pry  !  pry  !  pry  ! 
Though  cruelly  the  world  has  treated  poor  Paul  Pry. 

The  Misfortunes  of  Paul  Fry. 

A  new  Comic  Song,  written  by  W.  H.  Freeman. 


IND  friends,  I  hope  I  don't  intrude  in  ventur- 
ing before  ye, 


But  paling  by\  I  ju(t  dropp'd  in,  to  tell  a  little  ftory : 
My  name's  Paul  Piy  j  but  I  muft  ilate,  I  really  had 
much  rather, 

Ere  I  begin,  'twixt  you  and  I,  ray  tale  fliould  go  lio 
farther. 

Pour  Paul  Pry  ;  -     ■  V 

Oh  what  a  fad  unlucky  dog  is  poor  Paul  Pry  ! 

As  foon  as  I  could  run  alories  for  knowledge  I  was 
thirfting, 

And  into  every  cupboard  I  my  prying  nofe  wasi^ 
thrufiing, 
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finding  once  feme  turpentine,  I  had  a  grear 
defire,  fir, 

To  light  it,  and,  hwixt  you  and  I,  Het  the  houfe  on 
fire,  fir.  ^  Poor  Paul  Pry,  &c. 

It- was  Vihen  thirteen  years  of  age>  jaft  there,  or  there- 
about, fir, 

To  fee  the  Lord  Mayor^s  fliow  pafs  by,  my  mother 
took  me  oat,  fir, 

I  climb'd  the  bridge,  becaufe  to  pry  into  each  thing 

I  thought,  iir, 
'By  one  fad  tripj  'twixt  you  and  I,  fell  headlong  in 
-         the  water,  fir.  Poor  Paul  Pry,  &c, 

A  lover  next,  I  thought  I'd  pry  into  my  charmer's 
>       '    heart,  fip, 

DroppM  m  by  chances  and  found,  alas !  that  ftie  was 

full  of  art,  fir  i 
Another  lover  ihew'd  his  face,  bedeck'd  fo  trim  and 
^  neat,  fir, 

Tript  up  my  heels,  'twist  you  and  I,  and  kick'd  me 
"  in  the  ftrtet,  fir.  Poor  P^iul,  Pry,  &c. 

i  I  lately  to  my  Banker's  went,  to  draw  my  balance 
out  fir  s 

It  being  fifteen  thoisfand  pounds — jaft  there  or  there- 
abouts, fir  : 

II  hope  I  don't  intrude,  faid  I,  but  paffing,  in  I  dropt, 
T--  ■       fir.  ■  ■ 

I  When  he  replied,  *tvnxt  you  and  I^^Jiftis  hour  we've 
payment  dsptj  fir,  Poor^Paul  Pry,  &c. 

But  now,  kind  friends,  'twixt  you  and  I,  'tis  time  that 

I  ihould  leave  ye. 
'Tis  in  yoiar  power  to  eafe  my  woes,  indeed  you  may 
iji ;  ,       believe  me  ; 

Let  me  but  find  I  don't  intrude,  and  when  I'm  pop- 
j;.    .    ping  by^  firs,  • 

m  jiift  drop  in,  if  you  with  f miles  will  welcome  poor 
r...,J>4Ui.Pry,  firs.  •  . 
-  V  ^       I  Poor  Paul  Pry  i 
Cheerful  then  will  be  the  heart  of  poor  Paul  Pry ! 


^6 


The  Encore  Verfes. 

One  morn  while  I  was  prying  o'er  the  fecrets  of  the 
kitchen,  5 

I  found  a  bouloy  and.  to  know.what  it  contained  wis 
itching  ; 

It  look'd  like  ketchup — I  villh  joy  my  eager  lips  was 

'jfmacking  ;  /  j.- f.  /. 

Took  fuch  a  draught,  and  found,  oh  d^ar,  'jtwas-D^lr 
and  Martin'sS  blacking.         FpQr  Paiil  Pry^  &c. 

In  paffing  through  a  ftreetj  I  heard  the  Charlies'  rat- 

ties  fpringing. 
And  went  to  look  who  'twas  that  they  to  ^^durance 

vile'  were  bringing  ;    .    ■  '    ,  ^f. 

Six  bucks  foon  laid  the  Charlies  iat^  and  till  of  ferife 

bereft,  lir^  . 
They  all  fet  £00,  ^twixt  you  and  I,  and  miU'd  me 

right  and  left,  fin  Poor  Paul  Pry j  &c. 

Returning  quickly  honme  that  night,  in  difeal  ru.n?i- 
.  nation, 

I  faw  a  lady  and  a  beau  in  loving  conveifatipn  ?  .  , 
^Whilil^drawing  near  to  t'^ke  a  peep  at  this  bewiUMhg 

fairy,  _  .  , 

#)^Xyne  fal'fe^i|f2if' 'twfxr  7  and  I,  I  lurBbled  dowti 
^■y^:      an  ar<^a^v'  Poor  Paul  Pry,  &c. 

Juft  as  I  reached  a  neigl  bourns  houfe  I  heard  a  great 

And  thought  to  peep  and  learn  thecaufe  to  me  might 

%e  :amuung,:  .  '  " 

I  to  the  v/indow  popp'd  my  eye,  when,  to  my  great 

A  man  came  op,  'twixt  you  and  I,  and-knc^ck^d  me 
thro'  the  caftment.  Poor  Paul  Pry;>  &c* 
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And  n.ow,  kind  Men^s^hmU  and  t,  tis>t^e  that 
^^■^-"^      ft'ould  leave  ye,' 

Your  kind  ap^labfe  has  eafed  mf  woes,  ItAdeed  you 

may  believe  me--;:-- 

And  as  1  find  i  don't  intrude,  whene'eir  Tm  paffiiig 

by,  firs, 

Pll  juft  drop  in.  as  you  with  fmiles  t^ave  welcomed 

_  ^^imiot  Taul  •  Pf  y,  ■  firs' '  '    ^  ^  ^'  ^ 

Your  fmiles  ha,j:e  cheerM  the  ach' /ng  heart  of  poQr 

T;6^  Adventares  of 'M^ /jot  Longbow-^'' ' 
'M  a  General  'tis  well'  renown.  - 
For  ever  in  a  butt U  ,  * 
My  head's  as  li^rd     ft  one, 

And,  damme,  lots  c  f  muicle. 
Nothing  hurts  0165      ye  ^ee^ 

I  can  eithe^  walk /^ir^'fly^ 
Upon  my  Me^tf  k  v  ue-~ 

WilMP^mJ(m'^^  ay  it^s'a  lie  ?  ■ 
I  l^vaoiVfrom  Du^' jl[  ;^ 

Wthe-middif  *  of  the  fea, 
With  three  mr  j  on  my  back,  y 

For,  damm'e  ,  ridthing  hurts  me. 
I  fbugfft  a  11)2  rk  in  niy'wiy,  . 

^^4-i^#  dvup  his  left  eye, 
Upohf^fey  11^     it's  true— 

mat         y(>u  lay  it'g  a  lie  ? 
I  met  wij;}^  ^  ^  fliip  in  diftrefs, 
Bumpi  og'^^aVocmg  the  rocks, 
lifted  h  ,er  up  (you  may  guefs) 
And   carried,  her  fafe  in  the  docks* 


iriierv^^  '  ^^^^^  ^  whble'  puncheon  of  rum, 

m  ox  and  a  half,  or  nigh  ; 
Upon  n  "sy  Hfe  it's  true— 
-   What   ^^^^       %  '^^'^  ^  lie  ?  ; 

To  t^8  mer  '^^^'^^^  taugjit  the  quadrilles, ' 
Their  affe.  ^^ly^^^oom  the  fea. 

Their  light  th  ^florious  fun- 
More^  brilUai  >^  what  could  be  ? 

They  jdanced  an      g^^  hot,u\ -^V.K  ^0. 
Thefe  fifli  beg;  \li  to  fry  •        0  ^1 

Upon  my  lifeit*s    ^^'^e-—    f    ^  >  lol 
What  will  you-i  ;'^y      ^J^l  y^':^: 

By  way  of  a  favoury ,  ^.^^"'j^n  .I'  lUii  •j^xridjo^l 

1  toafted  a  whaje^o  /J  ^ifo^^f^Mjie  Oi^b  I 
Drank  thirty  dozeinjoi    ^"^^^^v      vr''  ^oqiT 

In  the  time  you  coui      draw  a  cork.. y 
Pick'd  my  teeth  with  a  l  ^^^i^o™'s.horn,  .  j 

Which  by  chance  came    ^fP^^Wg  j^Jp 
Upon  my  life  itVtrue—   .        ^  -rdi  ilrrW 

What  will  you  lay  it^i  a        v  .  i>  .v^^: 

.  I'^^U^i  I 

In  the  Eaft,  I  dined  with  a  f i  '^^i^dj  b^/^ 

Where  they  have  no  windc  f^ft^^^fpj 
The  funbeams  entered  the  roo.  .  %  _;;vW 

And  burnt  l)i$  wife  to  aflies.  i^^I isru  I 
Sweep  ypur  miftrefs'  away,  faid  i     -   n^6[  / 

Bring  wine  for  my  friend  and  I i  ^  .f  / 
Upon  my  life  it's  tVue —  ^/'^ 

What%iH  you  layit^s  a  U&?^  ' 
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I  came  home  an  a  Congreve  rocket. 

So  fwift  tjie teas  I  crofsM, 
Thlit  only  for  Nelfon's  pillar. 

Dear  Dubliji  Pd  fureiy  loft  ; 
With  joy  (hook  hands  with  the  ftatue^ 

Which  in  ftantly  winked  it^s  eye  j 
Upon  my  life  iVs  true— 

What  will  you  lay  it's  a  lie  ? 

Encore  Verfes. 
What!  want  this  fong  again  ? 
,    Well,  well,  then  i  will  try  ; 
To  pleafe  you's  niy  delight — 

WhoMl  lay  that  is  a  lie. 
With  thofe  around  me  now^ 

rd  wi(h  CO  live  and  die  j 
Upon  my  foul  it*s  true— 

W  hat^  will  you  lay  it's  a  lie  ? 

I  called  oil  the  man  in  the  moon, 

And  took  an  early  lunch, 
Eat  part  of  a  fryM  baboon, 

With  a  tumljler  of  whifkey  punch# 
Coming  down  I  fell  in  with  the  ftars. 

Where  a  comet  ran  into  my  eye  j 
Upon  rny  life  it's  true— 

What  will  you  lay  it's  a  lie  ? 

I  went  to  a  play  in  Florence, 

Where  I  fav/  fuch  a  tragedy  fellow  j 

From  the  boxes  tears  fell  in  fuch  torreijts. 
In  the  pit  1  put  up  my  umbrella  j 


And  tte  fe^^lt'^the  pit  1 
Not  a  thread  on  my  cioth^l^wlts^  Iry^j 

Upon  my  life,  it's  true-**-   "      ^  i:-  iT 

What  will  you  lay  it*s  a  li(g|i>-G  C 

Such  miastl^  ^Ve%bt,  d'^e  fee,  ' 

That  in  the , fighting  Viliig^  ;  ' 

It  is  but  a  fe^'wfeeks  ago,    ^  ' 

That  I  ba5ig'd  bo^h  Langan  and  Spring* 
I  took  Algiers  by  fiiprire, 

Which  m^e  the  old  Dey  Cry  ; 
Upon  my  Ufe:;it*g  true— 

What  wili=  youijUy^tts  a  lie  ?  • 

Lheard  Ciara  Fiffier  Wasliere, 

And  fo  anxiotr^aB  t  to  be  at  her. 
That  I  left  ail4nj'j)lunder  behind. 

And  fhipp'd' itiylelf  oft  in  a  itietebh 
If  in  Dub!in;i9te'^.^uiid^,0;.  my  iiarstv  ^  I 

What  a  battfeit^ith  her  Fll  try  ! 
For  her  acting— betv^een  ourfelyes,  I 

Is  nothing  but-— air  my  eye  ! 
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Sung  by  Mr  Mathews  in  his  Mail- 


OU  all  mufl  agiee  that  the  World's  Epitome 


May  be  fourni  invU^<^'^^?nOQn  >vews[>ppers^;^^  x 
From  parts  far  and.  wide  we.  ha-ye.  pews? 

Of  every  grand  fete  an  J  odd  caper,  T    ^  .  ^     *  r-^,: 
jfiv  the  coffee  houfe  met;  vv^hat 4  gravl  lo6kii[i|^  l^\^ 
With  (pectacks  placed  dn  their  noies,^  Si  J  J^* 
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Politicians  a  fcore,  o'er  tbq  pagss  how  they  pote, 
'And" devour  the  ftrange  news  it.disclofes* 
Au<$ioneering — ^^volu  steering, 
Revplution-^-execmion, 
HaR|i^>g— dyings 
Weddijg — trying,. 
Price  of  gold—bought  and  fold. 
And  in  bufinefs  who  mm  and  who  lofes. 

Walter,  bring  an  evefiiog  paper.  Not  come  in  yetr 
sir.  Indeed!  it*s  very  late.  Yes,  fir,  all  owing  to  the  debate 
laft, night ;  the  Day  didn't  come  in  till  almoft  nigh'tj  and  dori*t 
exprect  theJEvening  Star  till  tke  morning.  Here  comes  t^e 
man?  with  the  Globe  at  his  back,  and  the  World  in  his  pt>ck- 
€t^;  Waiter^  what's  this  ?  The  Sua,  fir.  Why,  it  is  wet ! 
'  Yes, :fir-^wet  fun.  O,  yes.  I  remember  we  had  enough  of 
ia  wef  fun  laft  year,  we  don't  want  another.  Waiter,  bring* 
me  a  candle.  .What  for,  fir!  To  fee  the  Sun  wi' ;  Why, 
can't  you  fee  the  bun  without  a  candle  ?  in  our  countty'they 
ca-p,  iir.  Pray,  lir,  have  you  done  with  that  there  paper  ?  N^o, 
fir^  but  you  can  have  this  here  paper.  Waiterj  bring  me  the; 
Statesman*  It's  on  the  other  fide,  fir.  Then  brings  me  the 
Poft  or  Courier.  They  are  both  on  the  fame  fide.  Will  ybii 
tefi  that  gentleman  v/ho's  fpelling  the  advertifements,  that 
[lie  cannot  oblige  the  company  more  than  by  fetiing  the  Bri- 
tifh  P;res8  at  liberty.  Will  you  give  up  your  Prefs  for  a  Poft  I 
No,  fir;, but  Til  give  you  my  btatesman  for  an  independent 
Wliig.  I  beg  pardon,  fir,  but  I  jufl  gave  the  %oig  to  that 
igentleman  with  a  bald  head.  Why,  V/aiter,  this  file  of  the 
rEngliftiman  is  imperfeet:  Yes,  fir,  w«'ve  lately  feut  a  great 
many  to  France.  Oh,  that  account^)  for  it.  This  Stateman 
is  abominably  dirty,  and  very  much  torji  ;  bring  me' another. 
,  We  haven't  got  another,  fir.  Then  fend  and  buy  one— > 
there's  plenty  of  Statesmen  ti>  be  bought.  Here,  waiter,  wait- 
,  I  er,    Coming,  coming,  iir-^So — ■> 

!  Kieep  it  up  th  it  way— -all  agog  every  day. 

To,  know  who  wins  and  ^^ ho  lofes 

la  tiouiJitry  like  town—from  the  peer  to  the  down^ 
•fii^Cn^Dpe's  great  affairs  never  tiring ; 
1    Potiti'ciahs  vou  know,  rriay  be  found  4t  the  ploughg^  ; 
What^s  the  news      w!)at'£  ihe  news  ?  all  enquiring. 
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Hear  the  hpf  n^s  twanging  found, to  the  village  refound, 

Announces  the  news  come  fo  late  in  ; 
Where  a  party  is  {ken  each  night  at  the  inn, 
And  for  o€ws  moft  impatipntly  waiting. 
Advertifing—tbings  fuiprifmg, 
Public  places— Epfom  taces^ 
Siege  of  battle— fliows  of  cattle, 
lighting  cocks-^fliows  of  ftocks^ 
And  in  bsifiaefs  who  wins  and  who  lofes.  . 

iS/<>/l^«.]-«-Waiteis  4i&  lilbat  gentieman  to  redd  hbH&f-^ 
You*ll  excufe  me,  lir^  we  dor/t  take  that  in.  ^  Landlord,  will'* 
you  lead  the  paper  out  ?  i  <^antiot  iread  very  weil  at  firft  fight, 
on  account  of  the  ftops.  Aik  Mr  Boxall,  the  undertaker ,  if  heUl 
Tead.    No,  fir,  I  beg  ieave  to  object  to  that— he  always  be* 
gips  with  the  deaths,  and  that's  fomething  fo  profeflional--- 
^  hate  any  thing  profeilional ;  perhaps  .Mr  Parchment,  the 
fo|i:citor,  wil]— -or  ibew  oauie  why  h«  refufsa.    Why,  fir,  I've 
nonobjections,  and  as  I  hate  any  thing  profeiSorisl,  I  will  try 
to  amufe  you  i — Wkst's  this,  oh,  *  Wat  kins  verfus  Wilkins: 
this  was  an  action  for  the  recovf^ry  of  the  fura  of  2/.  14j.  9d* 
Now  didn't  I  tell  you  lie  w©»i}d  alfo  begin  wish  fomething 
profeifioual ;  we  don't  want  law,  do  we,  doctor  ?  No,  fir  ;  I  ' 
think  the  moft  amiiling  pait  of  the  paper  is  the  accidents  J-»* 
, '  On  Thursday  laR,  aa  c  po@r  iabouting  mao  was  at  work  on 
the  top  of  a  ladder j  in  Spriag  Gardens,  he  was,  by  a  fudden 
gust  of  wind,  blown  as  far  as  Chariiif  Crofs.^  he  fell  at  the 
door  of  Bifli's  fortunate  Lottery  Offics, where  rickets  and  (hares 
are — Poo,  poo  !  it's  a  lottery  pufFf  I  hate  puffs,  don't  you, 
Mr  Pattrycook  ?    No,  fir,  I  don't  diflikeaoy  body's  puffs—' 
live  and  let  live,  that's  my  motto.    Wel(^  ISr,  fince  you  have  ^ 
put  down  the  paper,  I'll  try  if  I  can  amufe  you  — ^Beware  of  " 
puffs,  fir — Oh,  oh  !  you  have  no  need  to  tell  mt  that,  for  I 
think  I  fmell  a  puff  the  veiy  moment  i  take  a  paper  in  hstndk  - 
i'm  not  to  be  had,  fir,  J  think  I  know  too  much  of  a  paper  for 
that,  fir-r— *  St.  Helena,' — /'r^ci/^^— what  have  we  here— 
«  News  from  bt.  Helena' — this  can't  be  a  puff—-'  Aii  officer 
juft  arrived  from  this  ifland,  reports  the  following  fingular 
cireumftance,  that  the  ci-devant  Emperor  declares  it  to  be  his  ^ 
fixed  determinatioix,  in  oppofition  to  the  advice  of  his  faith- 
ful followers,  to  use  no  other  than  Warren's  Blackingj  to  be  | 
had  at  No.— ^ah  1  nonfenfe,  nonfenfe— =• 

So  keep  it  tip,  &c. 
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,  Then,  they  differ  in  name^— -none  alike,  juft  the  famer 

Morning  Chronicle,  Day,  Advertifer, 
Britifli  Prefs,  Morning  Poft,  Herald^  Times— what  a 
—hoft 

We  read  every  day  and  grow  wifer, 
The  Examiner j,  Whig,  ail  alive  to  the  glgj 

While  each  one  his  favourite  choofes  ; 
Times,  Star,  and  Sun,  to  keep  up  the  fan, 
And  tell  all  the  ^^oTld  what  the  news  is* 
Examination— embar  kation, 
Confultation™pub&ation, 
I  Abdications-botheration, 
City  feafcs— .wil4  b'eafts, 
And  in  bufuiefs  who  ^io3  and  who  lofes. 

•  I  j  S^Qke)iy-^f  Uortty  and  imitatlop.  of  the  hornhoy^^  calling  an  Mft" 
t  !  [^rairdinat^y  Ga^efte-^cfying  Sece/td  Edition-i  tj'cj — Let's  see ;  oh, 
!  We^top  the  press  to  announce,  that  if  intelligence  of  any 
^  jimporUnt  ricSfcory  {holiid  reach  us  in  the  course  of  the  after- 
!  boon,  we  fliaii  publiili  it  in  a  third  edition.*  (H&^rn  again^ 
,'  \alling  Third  Edinon.)  *  We  flop  the  prefs'— -/'^^/mj/j^  bajlit^ 
I  '•o»«</y^pray,  don*t  press  on  me,  fir»  ♦^Weftop-the  prefs  t© 
I    mnounce,  that  nntking  new  has  arrived  since  our  la^'— great 

•  :  intelligence  certainly— very  pteafant indeed.  Ho^  amuling 
Q  i  .0  read  th«  new§psper£  crotsways Last  nightj  a  young  gen- 
a  I  -leman  niade  his  first  appearance  in  the  eharadVer  of  Hamlet, 
It    md  performed  it  v/ith  eage-— in  lefs  than  \B  minutes,  Lofl, 

;  I  lady's  lap-dog,  anfwers  to  th^  name  of  Pompey—  if  he  will 
a,  I  *eturn  to  kis  disconfolate  pafents  he  will  be  kindly  received, 

-  i  ^  beautiful  fpotted  cow,  of  the  Leicellerfht re  breed  is  exhi- 
re  ntingiri  Exeter — for  the  benefit  Of  herfelf  and  her  ilx  love!y 
i  jihildren.  An  over  drove  ox  ran  down  Fleet  Stfijet,  and  en- 
!  jered  the  dwelling  house  of  Mr  Bailey's  glafs  manufactory, 
d, '  jwhere  he  did  confidf^rabie  damage^^ — due  notice  will  be  given 
jr    >f  his  fecond  appearance.    Wants  a  place  as  a  groom,  t  young 

-  tian  of  great  refpectabiiity,  who  can  hare  an  unexceptionable 
er  :karacter :  letters  (post  paid)  will-^find  him  double  ironed  in 
af  '^^wgate,  for  horse  ftealing.  The  cat  of  Lady  Dimbleton  late- 
lij  y  produced,  at  a  birth-^a  regiment  of  foldiers  all  ready  for 
h.  imbarkatien.  An  ilUlaoking  fellow  was  taken  to  Bow-ftreet 
be  'D  fufpieion  of  Ueing  cfcncerned  in  feveral  robberies,  in  fearch- 

Ag  kis  pockets,,  they  were  found  to  contain — lix  chaldroos  of 
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e^als,  A  Waggtm,  arid  five  hcrfes.  Loft,  a  lady's  ridicule,  Us' 
contents  are— a^hefl:  of  drawers  and  a  gridiron,  Married  at„ 
i^e4siJpihua  Joints-  Esq  to  Isabella  Jenkins,  of  the  f&tai  pH^ 
—  he  fcemed  fully  refigned  to  his  fate.  The  minifler  paflid 
the  dreadful  fentence  of  the  jaw  on  the  unhappy  wrettif— 
he  was  a  good  looking  young  man  of  five-and-tweuty  ycars^ 
of  age,  and  in  all  oih-^r  refpects  conducted  himfelf  with  t'e- 
comifig  propriety^— Then  >  > 

Keep  it  up^  &c.  ^ 

.  Buy  a  Broom* 

BUY  a  broom,  buy  a  brooiD,  large  broom,  fmall 
broom, 

No  lady  (liould  e'er  b«  withoi^t  one: 
They^re  the  liandieft  things  in  the  world, 

When  the  infects  are  buzzing  about  one  : 
Or  duft  through  the  cafement  has  cviri-d.  -  >  ^ 

And  V? hat  are  the  infects  that  flift  with  the  flowers,  "  \ 
To  those  that  flirt  daily  round  beauty's  bo werf  5  >  rr-a 
Or  the  duft  on  the  polilh'd  piano  that  liesi  :  on 

To  that  which  love  throws  into  ladies  eyes.  ^>*' 
Buy  a  broom,  buy  a  broom,  large  broom,  fma!!'* 
broofii* 

No  lady  fiiould  e^er  he  without  one. 

Bisy  a  broom^  buy  a  broom ,  larg€  broom,  fmall  bVoom^^ 
Come  gentlemen,  too  while  1  am  felling  ;  / 
Cobie,  to  purchafe,  in  cirowds  yoo  fhould  rul}s,  .,f 
For  in  timers  fuch  as  thefe  there's  no  telling,  there^akv 

no  telling,  ; 
How  ibori  'twill  be  prudent  to  brulJi,  to  brufti.  1,^ 
You'll  pardon  th^  hint,  'twas  in  kindnefs  I  fpoke, 
Fve  a  meaning  beyond  fuch  a  very  old  joke  j 
There  are  few  in  the  worid>  I  believe  you  will  fay,  •  : 
But  have  fomeihing  or  other  they'd  fain  fweep  away.  ; 

Buy  a  broQm,  buy  a  brcom,  large  broom,  (mall  , 
■    broom,     ■  ■  '  ' '  ~ 

No  gentiemao  fhould  e'er  be  withoit  oae*. 

FINIS. 
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